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November Night 
Listen. . 
With faint dry sound, 
Like steps of passing ghosts, 
The leaves, frost-crisp’d, break from the trees 
And fall. 
 
Release 
With swift 
Great sweep of her 
Magnificent arm my pain 
Clanged back the doors that shut my soul 
From life. 
    
Triad 
These be 
Three silent things: 
The falling snow. . the hour 
Before the dawn. . the mouth of one 
Just dead. 
    
Trapped 
Well and 
If day on day 
Follows, and weary year 
On year. .and ever days and years. . 
Well? 
    
Moon-shadows 
Still as 
On windless nights 
The moon-cast shadows are, 
So still will be my heart when I 
Am dead. 
    
Susanna and the Elders 
"Why do 
You thus devise 
Evil against her?" "For that 
She is beautiful, delicate; 
Therefore." 
    
Youth  
But me 
They cannot touch, 
Old age and death. . the strange 
And ignominious end of old 
Dead folk! 
    
The Guarded Wound 
If it 
Were lighter touch 
Than petal of flower resting 
On grass, oh still too heavy it were, 
Too heavy! 
    
Winter  
The cold 
With steely clutch 
Grips all the land. . alack, 
The little people in the hills 
Will die! 
    
Night Winds 
The old 
Old winds that blew 
When chaos was, what do 
They tell the clattered trees that I 
Should weep? 
    
Amaze 
I know 
Not these my hands 
And yet I think there was 
A woman like me once had hands 
Like these. 
    
The Warning 
Just now, 
Out of the strange 
Still dusk. .as strange, as still . . 
A white moth flew. . Why am I grown 
So cold? 
    
Fate Defied 
As it 
Were tissue of silver 
I'll wear, O fate, thy grey, 
And go mistily radiant, clad 
Like the moon. 
